CHAPTER 177 


October 21, 2011 


“dont rescue anymore’... Is this a warning?” 


The group had all gathered at the top of Yasogami’s rooftop to discuss the rather 
disturbing leaflet Justin had received in the mail. No one had really known what the 
emergency meeting had been about, so it came as rather confusing surprise to 
nearly everyone there. To be quite fair, the only one who knew about the letter 
besides from Justin was Maya; after all, they did kind of live in the same house, and 
you don’t just hide creepy letters like that. It was pretty damn clear what it was 
pertaining to anyway, and while it really didn’t affect Justin anymore, it did kind of 
affect everyone who was part of the investigation team. Justin wished Maya would 
separate from the team with him, stay safe and all that shit, but alas, she refused to 
depart from the group. He couldn’t force her to leave, but he could insure that she 
at least understood the dangers. 


Of course, the letter itself might not have been so alarming or confusing as the fact 
that apparently Yu had received the exact same letter; every word cut out of a 
magazine to prevent handwriting from being traced back to the author. Would it be 
so hard to just TYPE the letter? Whatever, that was beside the point; the point was 
Yu and Justin had both received that letter, yet strangely enough no one else. Justin 
could see maybe one of them getting the letter, or all of them getting the letter; but 
only two? That was incredibly peculiar. Hell, of all people, why send it to Justin? He 
wasn’t even part of the team anymore; he quit weeks ago... Unless of course 
whoever wrote this letter was unaware of that. It wasn’t like him quitting had been 
all over the news or anything after all, but Justin had suspected that whoever put 
this slot had to know SOMETHING about the team’s activities. Hell he knew where 
Justin, and probably Yu, LIVED. It just had to be the killer; after all, the killer had to 
know where Justin lived. 


“No punctuation or capitalization... What a cliché.” Chie remarked with semi 
sarcasm as she peered over Naoto’s shoulder to examine the letter’s contents. 
You'd think she’d take this a little more soberly given that whoever had delivered 
this had to deliver it himself. He was in a position to brutally murder Justin if he so 
choose; it was just a matter of whether he wanted to or not. To be fair though, it 
was pretty damn cliché. Justin could have swore he had seen that in a movie at 
some point; in a way it was kind of scary knowing this shit could happen in real life. 


“Ain't this just a prank? The kinda stuff that only happens in the movies?” Kanji 
proposed after a moment, not buying for a moment that this was related to the case 
in any way shape or form. Justin couldn’t understand how that was possible at all; 
there was NO way that a letter this specific could have nothing to do with the 


investigation. Besides, who would find this funny? Where was the appeal of 
dropping a letter like this into someone’s mail slot? Where was the payout? Their 
reaction? You don’t get to see that because they’re in their house. 


“No no, far too specific. Besides, | find it hard to believe that someone would pull 
the exact same prank on me and Yu.” Justin dismissed Kanji’s theory with a simple 
wave of his hand. In no way could this merely be dismissed as a joke; unless one of 
the investigation team had pulled it, and even then Justin had to ask why would any 
of them actually do that? | mean, yeah, Yosuke had that kind of sense of humor, but 
even he could surely see this was no laughing matter. After all, he had lost the most 
of anyone here when it came to the murder cases. 


“Well unless whoever sent these letters has a grudge against you guys for being 
foreign.” Yosuke pointed out. It was true that Yu wasn’t really foreign in the same 
sense Justin was, but he did came from the city so it wouldn’t be entirely out of the 
question. Justin and Yu passed a brief glance with each other before shrugging 
slightly. Seemed like a circumstantial connection between the two at best. It 
wouldn’t really have anything to do with the murders, it just seemed to... well... be 
there. Yosuke did unintentionally bring up a good point though; could the killer 
have connection between the two of them? It would make sense why only those two 
had received the warning. But who was it that they cared about two specific 
people’s safety? And why? “Did you show this to your uncle?” Yosuke questioned 
after a moment, turning his attention to Yu. This was probably something to be 
concerned about, but there was the obvious connection to the Investigation Team; 
SO maybe it was a good idea not to bring suspicion to themselves by bringing up the 
letter to him. 


“No, and | have no intention to.” Yu sighed slightly as he crossed his arms, tapping 
his foot with slight impatience. He would have thought getting a letter like this 
would be a good thing; that they could easily track it back to their suspect. But the 
fact of the matter was they had no signature, no handwriting, no return address; 
nothing short of a fingerprint check could track them back to their guy, and the only 
way that was happening was if they let Dojima know about the letter. | think you 
can guess why that was never going to happen. Yu didn’t need his uncle thinking 
they were interfering with the investigation after all; he got worked up over that shit 
enough as it was. 


“Senpai... Dojima-san is trustworthy, but it may be best to keep this to ourselves.” 
Naoto remarked with agreement; though it did beg the question HOW did she know 
Dojima was trustworthy? Because she worked with him? That was hardly a good 
basis of trust, especially when the guy despised the girl for making him look like an 
idiot on a regular basis. It seemed her perspective of trust was misplaced. 


“Naoto Shirogane, hiding evidence from law enforcement. Where was THIS Naoto 
for the last three months.” Justin remarked with sarcastic annoyance, leaning back 


in his seat along the ventilation shaft up top so that he was in a position where his 
back was laid across the shaft. Like, he could sit up in a second’s notice, but for the 
moment he was laying down, eyes towards the sky. Naoto passed him a slight glare 
of annoyance before turning her eyes back to Yu. She still didn’t seem to get what 
Justin’s problem was, specifically with her. She really should have all things 
considered. For an ace detective she sure could be clueless. 


“He will ask why you received such a letter, and if he were to put you under 
surveillance, our hands would be tied. If this letter is real, what's most important 
isn't what it says... It's the fact that it was delivered to the both the Tylor and 
Dojima residence, but more specifically the Dojima residence, and more specifically 
addressed directly to you. This means the culprit knows in great detail who has 
been interfering with his crimes... And of all of us, he chose to deliver his message 
to the Dojima residence, home of a police detective. I'd have this letter checked at a 
crime lab if | could... But even then, | doubt they'd find anything.” Naoto rambled on 
and on about her theory. You know that she might have been going on a little too 
long when Kanji started to doze off mid-explanation. The guy fell asleep for 
everything mind you, but for him to fall asleep over Naoto talking, well that’s when 
you have a problem. It also didn’t help that whenever she talked it sounded like she 
was cross-checking her words with a thesaurus. Hell even Justin was a little caught 
off guard by all this, sitting back up from laying against the vent to stare at Naoto 
with a confused expression, eventually shooting his hands out so that it looked as if 
he were holding an invisible box between his hands. 


“English motherfucker; do you speak it?” Justin remarked with annoyance. Naoto of 
course just glared right back, biting her bottom lip in anger as she tried to avoid 
giving him shit back. She suspected that this all went back to what happened with 
miss Jefferies, but she had already apologized for that. How much more could Justin 
possibly expect from her? She had done everything in her power to try and remedy 
the tension between the two, yet it was still there. 


“The text is a warning, while the subtext expresses the culprit’s confidence that we 
can’t use it to pinpoint his identity.” Naoto abridged her speech for the less than 
intelligent members of the group. And by that she meant Justin since anyone so 
dimwitted as to challenge her on fucking everything had to be a complete and utter 
imbecile. How hard was it for some people to just be quiet and listen? 


“So it's useless to tell the police... In fact, that would make things worse.” Chie 
sighed with disappointment. And here she thought they might have been onto 
something; in actuality they had no chance of catching the killer just by trying to 
trace this letter. He probably wore gloves while handleing the envelope, and there 
was nothing that could actually trace handwriting or ink samples back to any one 
particular person. There just was no evidence here, class or otherwise. 


“Cross your fingers it's just a prank...” 


“Il think the chances of that are slim... This message is too specific, too perfect to be 
a prank. But how could the killer Know so much about us? Could he be watching us 
from somewhere...?” Yukiko counteracted Yosuke with a theory of her own. There 
was just no way that two pranksters delivered two identical unmarked letters to two 
members of the investigation team that perfectly coincided with their actions inside 
the television. Odds do not work that way. 


“Teddie's been saying for a while that when we're over there, he senses someone 
watching us. Wait... Every time we went to the other side to rescue someone, did 
we end up on the Midnight Channel ourselves...?” Yosuke proposed, a sudden idea 
striking the back of his head like a rotten apple. It raised a valid point; Justin had 
suspected such was the case for a long time now, but to hear it vocalized only 
seemed to solidify that theory. And now, it did bring up the possibility of someone 
other than the killer knowing about their involvement in the investigation. But it 
would have to be somebody who was aware it wasn’t really a show, right? It was all 
so confusing; the more Justin thought about it, the less he seemed to understand. 
Chie didn’t seem to quite agree with the others though. 


“I-l dunno... It seems like no one else knows what we're doing. | haven't heard any 
rumors about us at school. Even the people who | know check that channel haven't 
said anything... The only gossip | heard was about the people who disappeared.” 
Chie countered. It would be so easy to just say they appeared to, what with the title 
cards they had seen entering the television and all, but it seemed evidence pointed 
against that. In a way, it was good since it narrowed down the person who had 
dropped the letter into the slot to the killer, but that was about it. It made a shit ton 
of other stuff in the television make little sense though. Like that studio applause 
shit. Justin had always figured that was someone on the real world side cheering. 


“Let's put aside for now the matter of what that world truly is. There's too little data 
to go on. For now, we need to keep in mind that the culprit knows who we are... AS 
long as we're all aware of that, it will be enough for now.” Naoto interrupted the 
debate on the matter of the Midnight Channel’s true nature. All of that was really 
irrelevant to the issue at hand and they really didn’t know enough to make a logical 
conclusion. Justin thought they had enough information to at least start guessing, 
but he supposed it really didn’t matter. They just needed the murderer behind bars; 
then everyone could go home and forget about the Midnight Channel. Even Teddie 
if he wanted to stay. 


“Yeah... Guess there's no use thinking about stuff we can't understand. Freaking out 
over speculation is just what the killer wants us to do... Right?” Yosuke pondered 
out loud for a moment. All the killer wanted was for them to squirm, right? Justin 
wasn’t quite sure himself. He supposed it was possible, but speculation would do 
nothing but lead to his arrest, right? He wasn’t going to encourage that. It was just 
meant to be a deterrent against the team, to keep them from acting any further. In 
a way, Justin wished he never showed the rest of the group the letter, realizing the 


true intention behind it. If all the killer wanted was for them to freak out, then 
ignorance would truly help the investigation team on the matter. He’d just have to 
hope Yu would follow his example and withhold that information. 


“Mind if | change the subject, then?” Chie spoke up after a moment. If they were 
going to stop speculating on the matter until new information surfaced, she might 
as well talk about something else she had secretly added to the agenda of 
discussion topics. “The Culture Festival's just around the corner. What's our class 
doing again?” She questioned after a moment. This was kind of a big thing, so she’d 
like to know in advance so she could make any preparations if she needed to. Justin 
was a little confused though. 


“Culture Festival? What’s that?” Justin questioned, jumping back up from laying 
down on the vent, leaning forward with curiosity. He immediately was barraged by 
looks of disgusted curiosity. How could anyone not know about the Culture Festival. 
They got cultural differences and shit (ironic) but there were just somethings they 
couldn’t grasp anyone not knowing about. The culture festival was one of those 
things. 


“You don’t know what the Culture Festival is!?” Chie shouted with shock. Justin just 
shrugged a bit. 


“We've done fundraiser events at the school where we’ve had booths set up. It 
anything like that?” Justin questioned. He had done shit to raise money for charity 
(and by that | mean the school wanted to stockpile money to make it rain on 
themselves) but he wasn’t quite sure if this was the same thing. If he recalled 
correctly, him and Maya were working the same booth; bobbing for apples to be 
more precise. Maya had wanted to work the kissing booth, but | guess being poor 
made you a bad kisser or something. At least, it did to all the other girls. Which is 
why Justin didn’t hesitate to dump the left over water from the bucket of apples 
onto their heads at the end of the day. That’s what they got for being prejudiced 
bullies and assholes. It was probably for the better in the long run anyway. Maya 
didn’t know shit about kissing. Not that Justin would know, but | think it could be 
implied given she had never kissed a guy before. Unless she practiced with cherry 
stems or something in which case... what the fuck? Why? Why are you doing that 
Maya? Stop it. Seriously, it’s weird. Yosuke sighed a bit. 


“Yes, exactly like that.” 


“Oh, | can work with that.” Justin sighed a bit with relief. He wouldn’t mind just 
sitting there handing out raffle tickets for a couple of hours. | mean it beat going to 
class after all; and who knows. Maybe he’d work the same booth with Chie. Could be 
fun making fun of everyone that walked by. Even if Chie would slap him upside the 
head every twelve seconds; you know she was getting some satisfaction out of the 
snide remarks. It was like a guilty pleasure watching Justin being an ass. Like 
watching a train wreck; it’s horrible, but damn, explosions make pretty lights. 


“| heard we'll be voting on it soon... But aren't they still gathering ideas?” Yukiko 
questioned after a moment. Seemed they hadn’t actually decided what they were 
going to do, which somehow managed to strike Yosuke with a sudden burst of 
insipiration while only going to confuse Justin. How many ideas can you possibly 
have for booths. There’s only so much innovation at a fair after all. 


“Wait, collecting ideas? Isn’t it just booths...?” Justin questioned with great curiosity. 
He did have to wonder if he was still missing the point or if he got the point 
completely and Yukiko was just wording it strangely. Maybe she meant ideas for 
who was going to operate the booth. Chie shook her head a bit side to side. 


“Nah, they just kind of let us do whatever we want, so long as it doesn’t cost too 
much.” Chie remarked with slight excitement. She didn’t want to do much work for 
this mind you, but she did want to have fun with it, so it was nice to have creative 
control over this. That was until Justin’s eyes slowly started to widen. Chie had 
unintentionally struck inspiration into Justin’s heart, and in Justin’s case that was 
probably a very bad idea. “Uh oh... Justin... what are you thinking about right now.” 


“Oh uh, nothing much...” Justin whistled a bit, eyes turning to the sky as he slowly 
got up from the vent, ready to walk casually away... then make a mad dash to get 
this all planned before Chie could stop him. He probably should have ran from the 
beginning given that Chie immediately grabbed him by the jacket collar to stop him 
from running. Justin couldn’t help but smirk as she slowly dragged him back to her, 
mere inches away from her own face. 


“| know you're planning something stupid, now spill it.” 


“I’m pursuing a solo career.” 


